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The Vampire Drama Queen 


Author's Notes: 

| stopped BIFFNO writing because of a Corona-Infection, knowing exactly that | won't reach the word count of 
25,000 until 31. March .. So, | guess that | can post the first chapter of my EX-BIFFNO-novel now because | 
don't need to hide it any longer. 


Have fun! 


Lost In Space 
Chapter | 


The Vampire Drama Queen 


"I totally don't feel like playing a show tonight. To the contrary! | think I'm going to be too weak to stand around 
on a grisly and completely dirty stage for two hours: 


«That's not of interest!" Lars shot Kirk a sharp look. "You will play. Period” 

"But | feel like getting a migraine," Kirk whined. "I'm too weak .. Maybe I'll faint on stage after | have done my 
first solo, and how does that look to our fans? .. They will demand their money back, or maybe they'll start 
rioting. Yes, exactly! There will be a mass brawl .. And EVERYTHING will get destroyed, and | absolutely hate it 
when my guitars might get destroyed .." 


"Shut the fuck up!" Lars hissed at Kirk, drops of his saliva hitting Kirk's face. His green eyes sparkled 
dangerously. "You're going to play, and that's it.” 


For a moment Kirk was stunned. But, unfortunately, this didn't last long. Kirk sniffed several times. 


„But | REALLY feel like getting a migraine," he went on to whine in dramatic tone, while he looked around for 
support. 


„That will not be our problemJust yours, fucker! .. And if the fans might gonna angry and rough a little bit, it 
also isn't of interest. .. We have hired enough security guys to stop the fans from rioting...” 


"| will faint on stage for sure," Kirk went on to complain and stared daggers at Lars. "In addition, | have to 
mention that my fingers already hurt like hell. And they hurt because | must do so much solos. ... I'll drop my 
pick every now and then because my fingers hurt, and how does that look to the fans. My fingers HURT! ... 
Besides, they burn like hell” 

Lars just shrugged and didn't even look at Kirk. He wasn't impressed. 


"You can tape them, like | do, and you can glue the picks, what you use to ruin during every show, to your 


fingers." 
Kirk gave a whimper. 


"You are so mean to mel | really don't know why you always must be so mean to me. You're doing this on 


purpose. I'm getting a headache, and because of this | can't play. And I'll faint on stage. .. The fans will hate us." 
"You are a fucking vampire, and vampires usually don't get headaches. .. Stop complaining!” Lars barked at Kirk. 
He wasn't impressed by Kirk's lament, but now his anger increased exponentially. 


"You are getting on everybody's nerves because you are the fucking worst and terrible vampire drama queen 


we ever have met. .. Whining, whining, whining .. And more whining. Annoying! It is always the same with you." 


Kirk looked hurt. Tears glittered in his dark eyes, and he gave several sniffs, again. 

"That's not true! | don't use to complain, and you know it very well And l'm not a drama queen. I'm much too 
weak to even play a single solo .. Besides, my hair doesn't look as beautiful as usual. AND there isn't enough 
black nail polish for my fingernails in my luggage, as | have noticed just an hour ago. Our fans expect that | 
wear black nail polish whenever | am on stage. They will be disappointed if my fingernails won't be done with 


black nail polish, and they also want my hair as beautiful as usual." 


Kirk threw back his long dark and curly hair to the nape of his neck, and then he stared at his perfectly 


manicured and shimmering fingernails. He furrowed his brows. 


"Awful," he started to whine, once more. "My fingernails look awfully, and my hair as well. Just have a look at 
me. .. [t's awful." 


Lars groaned and covered his eyes by his right hand for some seconds. Then, he angrily looked at Kirk, who sat 
beside him, once again. 


"You are the worst fucking diva what | ever have met, and | refuse to get tyrannized by you any longer. It's 
always the same with you, and I'm fed up with it." 


Now, Kirk gave an immediate hiss, showing up his nice little fangs, while he still stared at Lars. His dark eyes 


glittered. 

"ll snap your neck!" he threatened. "I gonna snap your neck because you are so mean to me." 
"Feel free to do so," Lars shot back. "But if you'll snap my neck, there won't be sex any longer." 
That worked. 


Kirk stared at Lars with his dark eyes wide open His mouth hung open, too. He clearly was in shock, and he 


was out of words. 

Lars gave him a satisfied smile. He breathed in and out several times and tried to calm down a little. 

"How | have told you a thousand times, my dear Kirk, our fans aren't interested in the fucking color of your 
fingernails, and I'm sure that you know this very well," he said. "We make a lot of money with our shows, so 
we must be on stage as often as possible. And we NEED the money, and you fucking know that, too. Besides, 
we are the best live act of the whole solar system, and we can be proud of this fact. Everybody wants to see 
and to hear us. .. And, besides, you are the best lead guitar player all over our solar system... 


There was a loud sneer from behind, but Lars ignored that. 


"Well, as | want to point out once again, you are the best lead guitarist all over the solar system and the 


whole galaxy, not to mention the universe in total, my beloved Kirk, and it would be cruel to disappoint our fans 
by not letting them listen to your solos. We might have to pay back the fucking cash what we are used to do 
with our shows. .. Do you really want that we should pay all the money back, just because you might get a 
vampire's migraine, whatever this is, or think of fainting on stage?" he asked, now smiling at Kirk, who sat in 
the seat beside his. "Also, I'm sure that you are aware of the outrageous costs we use to have, let alone the 
multiple instruments and stage gear our perfectly playing band is in need .. And our private spaceship, what 
nearly can reach the speed of light, logically has been extremely expensive, and because of all of these facts 
we need every solar cent what we can earn with our shows. We still have to pay up for all the debts we have. 
„l'm pretty sure that you don't want to ruin the band, darling. Besides, you are the best lead guitarist all 


over the universe, as | want to add once more, and the fans love you." 


Now, there came another disgusted sneer from the seat row behind Lars’ and Kirk's where Dave sat, a guitar 


magazine in his hands. His fire-red mane was ruffled. 


"We better should get staked the so-called best lead guitar player of the universe," he said in very sharp tone. 
It won't be a loss, and after the fucker has got a nice pile of ashes, there would be no fucking doubt that | 
AM the best lead guitar player all over the universe." 


Immediately, Kirk shot up from his seat, turning around, and stared daggers at the red-haired guitarist behind 
his and Lars' seats, hissing at Dave, and if he still would be alive and not a vampire, his face would have 
reddened now in burning hatred. 


"You are just a fucking asshole, and | gonna snap your neck, too!" 


“Alright, you can do that. | don't mind," Dave angrily answered. "But you better think of our fans if you'll snap 
my neck. They are totally used to see the also very best and red-haired lead guitarist of our band ..." 


"You ain't a lead guitarist!" Kirk hissed at Dave. "Mostly, you cannot hold your pick, not to mention that you 
are too stupid to know what a pick is. You are just loitering about the stage without being of use. And no one 
is interested in the fucking red color of your also fucking hair." 


Dave just smiled and ran his fingers through his long red hair. 


"Go on to think so," he said. "l'm not interested in the stupid stuff what you use to babble, just to annoy the 
rest of our band to death .." 


Kirk gave a shrill cry and turned his head to look at his lover. His dark locks flew. 
"This is impertinent!" he furiously cried out. "Stop the fucker to say those things, baby, or | really snap his 


neck. .. After having tortured the asshole before snapping his neck, | want to add. .. He is completely useless 


because | am the best lead guitarist all over the universe. We don't need this red-haired fucker." 


Lars briefly laid back his head and rolled his eyes, giving a deep groan. He felt tired. Then, he opened his mouth, 


wanting to give a sharp answer to said vampire drama queen. But there was another voice to hear, now. 


"Would you PLEASE stop arguing," David told Kirk the vampire, his tone being calm. 


He sat in front of his band mates at the place of the First Flight Officer, and he had turned around, now. "I'm 
trying to concentrate on keeping up and continuously calculating our spaceship's course, and Jason as our Flight 
Captain is interested in doing his very best as Captain of our spaceship as well." 


Then, he also showed up his own nice fangs to Kirk and gave a low hiss before he turned back to face the 
large computer displays in front of him, once again. His fingers quickly ran about the cockpit's touch screens at 


his Co-Pilot's position 


"We have just passed Mars, and | really don't want our spaceship to collide with some meteors what are 
crossing our course. .. If you, please, be so nice to remember about all these meteor rocks between Mars and 
Jupiter which our spaceship must avoid because they will damage our unbelievingly expensive spaceship. .. We 


might collide with one of them." 
Kirk just gave a sneer and lifted his chin in an arrogant way, while tried to stare David down. 


| don't mind if our ship will collide with a fucking meteor, or even with one of these totally awful planets of 
our solar system. Who needs planets and meteors, or any of all the fucking garbage of space stations all 
around us. .. l'm a vampire, and because of this | will survive every collision with a meteor or a planet. And 
you are a vampire, too, and so you will survive as well. ... Not to mention that you also are a son of our 
beloved father and Master of all Vampires, Count Dracula himself, and we are both of BEST vampire's quality, 
and of noble blood. We'll survive EVERYTHING, and | do not in the slightest mind if the rest of the band will die 


because of a lumpy meteor. Its of no interest." 


"Well, then there won't be any more sex if our ship will get damaged and the non-vampires on bord will die,’ 


Lars mentioned, smiling cruelly without looking at Kirk the vampire of noble blood. "You better consider this 


fact, BABY" 
Kirk was stunned, and he quickly sat down beside Lars, again. He was in deadly shock once more. 


"You can't do this to me," he whined, looking at his mortal lover with his dark eyes wide open. "| love you, you 


are the love of my life, and you are supposed to love ME, too, and you also have to love the sex we have." 


"That's right," Lars lazily gave back "Our sex is pretty good, and | never would complain about it. „But to cheer 
you up a little more, sweetheart, | want you to know that | have noticed these three bottles of black nail 
polish in your overly large beauty case. You just might have forgotten about this, baby." 


Kirk still was in shock and didn't complain any longer, shyly looking at Lars out of the corners of his dark eyes. 
Then, he ran his fingers through his long dark hair what really looked wonderfully. 


James, who had been busy to stuff himself by two hamburgers and lots of French fries, sighed in relief, but 
he didn't say a word because he didn't want to provoke Kirk. He sat in the seat row opposite Kirk's and Lars’. 
His long blond mane was ruffled, exactly as Dave's was, but Jason liked to ruffle James’ long blond lion's mane 


even more, whenever he and James had sex. 


And James was sp proud that Jason was Flight Captain of Metallica's private spaceship, and that David was 
Jason's First Officer. 


